
The Tragedy 

Will prone as bitter ,blacfce arid tragical!, 

Withdraw thee wretched Margret, who comes herd ; 
Enter thf: Queen e, and the 'Dtttchet'if Torfe . • •••'■ '■* 
Q* . Ah my young Princes, ah my tender babes, ’ 

M y vnblowne flowe r, new appearing fvveet , StotA 
If ytt your gentle ioires flye in the ayre, ■ 

And be not.iixt in doc me perpetual!;, 

Houer aboue me with your aiery wings. 

And heare your mothers lamentations. 

Sl^Mnr. Houer about her,fay that right for light- 
Hathdimd your infant morne/to aged night, 

SI*' Wilt thou O God flie from liich gentle la mbes’ 
And throw them in the intrales of the wolfe .* 
Whendidft thou fleepe when fuch a deed was done ? 
J^Margrthtn holy Mari dyed, and my fweet fonne, 
X> 0 /.Blind fight,dead life, poore mortallliuingGholf 
Woes iceane,worlds fhame,graues due by life vfurnt, 
Reft their vnreft on En glands lawful! earth, 
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that thou' wobldft a s wel 1 aSbrd'a'gtauA ® 

As thou canft yeild a melancholly (eat. 

Then would I hide my bones,notreft them here; 

0 who hath any caufe to mourne but I ? 

D at. So many miferies, hath crazd niy voyce 
T bat my woe-wearied tonguejs mute and dumb 
Edward Plantagenet,why art thou dead ? 

fiKMar . It ancient forrow be moftreuercnt, 

Giue mine the benefit of flgniory. 

And let my woes frowns on the vpper-hand. 

If forrow can admit fociety. 

Tell ouer your woes againe by vewing mine; 

1 had an Edward , till a Richard kild him. 

I had a Richard , till s Richard kifd him. 

T hou had ft an $dwdrd'jtii{ a Richard kild him. 

Thou had ft a Richard, till a R i chard kild him. 

Hut .1 had a Richard too ; and thou didft' kill him: 

I had a Rutland too,and thou hojpft to kill him : 

QjMar. Thou had ft a Clarence too, till Richard kild 

Prom forth the kenneil of thy wombe hath crept, 
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of Richard the Third. 

* Ml-bound that doth hunt vs all to death. 
Dog that bid his teeth beforehts c^s . 
To worry ia tubes, and lap their eentle b.ood. 
That fouie defacer of Gods Mfl 
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Hovv do I thanke thee T'or this carnal! Cur ^ 

Preyeson the iflbe of his Mothers body, 

And make her pewfellow with others moane. 

Dut- O Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, ~ . 

God witneffe with melhaue wept for thee- fhlhX. 

aMar.Beave with rne,l am hungry for reuerrger 
And now 1 cloy me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward heisdead,that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward , 

Yeung Yorks, he is but boote,becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfection of my Ioffe:. 

T hy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward , 

And the beholders of this tragicke play. 

The adulterate Haftings, Ritter s,V xughan,Graj' 

Vntimely fmothered in their dusky graues, 

Richard yet liues,hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their fador to buy foules. 

And lend them thither, but at hand, 

Enfueshispitious, and vnpitied end, 

Earth gapes,hell burnes,fiends roare, Saints pray 
To hauehimfuddenlyconueyed away. 

Cancell his bondf of life,deare God I pray. 

That I may liue to lay, the Dog is dead* 

(gu. O thou didft prophefie the time would come ' 

That i fhouid wifti for thee to helpe me curfe n i 

That botteld fpider,that foule hunch-backt Toad. vu^icR-bo-c/fif 
RKAfar-l cald thee then vaine flourifb of my fortune; . 

I cald thee then poore fliadow, painted Queene, 

The prefentation of but what I was. 

The flattering index of a direful! pageant. 

One heau’d a high to be hurl’d downe below, 

A mother onely mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which t hou weft, a breath, abnbble, 
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